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An  _  derson,  my  Jo,  John,  whe  n  nature  first  be  _  gan 

An  _  derson,  min  troe  John,  jeg  si  -ger  det  for  sand: 


to  try  he  r  canny 
Na  _  tu_rens  Mester. 
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2. 

John  Anderson,  my  Jo,  John, 

When  we  were  first  acquaint 
Your  locks  were  like  the  raven 
Your  bonny  brow  was  brent 
But  now  y  ’re  growing  old,  John, 
Your  locks  are  like  the  snow 
Jet  blessings  on  your  frosty  frow 

John  Anderson,  my  Jo. 

3. 

John  Anderson,  my  Jo,  John, 

We  clamb  the  hill  together 
And  mong  a  canty  day,John( 

W’  ere  had  we  ane  anither 
Now  we  mann  totter  down  John, 
But  hand  in  hand  we  ’ll  go 
And  sleef  togither  at  the  food 
John  Anderson,  my  Jo  . 


2. 

John  Anderson  ,  min  troe  John, 
Da  forst  Du  môdte  mig 
Din  Lok  yar  sort  som  Ravnen, 
Frit  hvælved  Panden  sig. 

Nu  er  Din  Lok  som  Sneen, 

Din  Yaar  er  svunden  hen, 

Men  Gud  Din  Vinter  signe  vil 
John  Anderson,  min  Ven! 

3. 

John  Anderson,  min  troe  John, 
Naar  Morgensol  stod  op 
Vi  Haand  i  H  aand  den  hilste 
P  a  a  Fjeldets  hôi  ste  Top,- 
Nu  vakle  vi  nedad,John! 

Men  kjærligt  som  forhen 
Og  ved  dets  Fod  vi  sove  vil 
John  Anderson,  min  Ven  ! 
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The  1  a  si  rose  of  snmmer." 

Andantino.  (  Dfn  sidste  Rose.)  Ballade  Irlandaise. 
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